where she was, she would not be separated from me, especi-
ally in London and at a time when there were possibilities of
bombing. And as in this respect I entirely agreed with her
I gave her my promise that whatever happened we should
remain together and I returned once more to the telephone.
It was Doctor Child who came to my rescue. He had
quickly gathered from my answers to his questions what
was likely to be discovered on our arrival. He told me to
bring John up to the Ritz, promising to be there to meet as
and in the meantime to communicate with a surgeon and
to find accommodation for us both.
There followed the wartime difficulty of getting an
ambulance, but forty-eight hours later, after a nightmare
journey of over two hundred miles, Cecil Joll and Armando
Child had examined her at the Ritz and had left the room to
discuss their course of action.
It was then, when we were alone together for a moment
that John looked at me with pitiful eyes and took command
of the situation. She said. * You know, don't you, that this
is pipbably cancer ? And if it is, that it's God's will and that
it must not only be accepted but welcomed ?*
I cannot remember what I said in reply; I know that I did
not fail myself or her. She had nailed the colours of her
faith and mine to the mast and there she kept them "while
there was breath in her body.
When Cecil Joll and Armando Child returned she de-
manded the exact truth regarding her condition and was
told it and next morning, hearing that Mickie Jacob had
called, she insisted upon seeing her and asked her to look
after me if she herself should not survive the impending
operation. When Mickie had promised and had left us,
John laughed: * Did you see old Mike weeping her eyeglass
out of her eye!'
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